THE LIVING BEAUTY

I BADE, because the wick and oil are spent

And frozen are the channels of the blood,

My discontented heart to draw content

From beauty that is cast out of a mould

In bronze, or that in dazzling marble appears,

Appears, but when we have gone is gone again,

Being more indifferent to our solitude

Than 'twere an apparition. O heart, we are old;

The living beauty is for younger men:

We cannot pay its tribute of wild tears*

A SONG
I THOUGHT 110 more was needed
Youth to prolong
Than dumb-bell and foil
To keep the body young.
0  who could have foretold
That tie heart grows old?
Though I have many words,
What woman's satisfied,
1  am no longer faint
Because at her side?
0  who could have foretold
That the heart grows old?
1 have not lost desire
But the heart that I had;
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